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To 
Mary  and  Joanle,  Kathryn  (or  Kate) 
There  are   others  to  come,  so  plejise  just  wait; 
Scotch  little  Barbara  and  Baby  Ann, 
Find  me  five  sweeter  girls,  if  you  can! 
Oh,  there's  another,  just  joined  the  crew. 
And  I  hear  they  are  calling  her — Sally-Lou! 
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Friendly  Fed 


FRIENDLY  FEET 

|EEP  in  the  woods,  or  out  in  the  street, 
I  always  am  followed  by  friendly  feet. 
Trotting  along,  in  sunshine  or  rain, 
Close  as  a  brother,  in  joy  or  in  pain. 
Faithful  and  loving,  roguish  and  gay. 
Always  my  chum,  but  with  little  to  say. 
Speaking  with  eyes  that  are  trusting  and  true. 
Wagging  a  tail,  whatever  I  do. 
Keeping  close  by  me,  whoever  I  meet; 
I  always  am  followed  by  friendly  feet. 
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TO  A  LITTLE  GIRL 

N  CHUBBY,  sturdy  legs  she  stands. 

With  tilted  chin, 

And  from  within 

Those  starry,  roguish,  baby  eyes 
Shine  wondrous  things. 
Her  young  voice  rings 
With  joyful,  earnest  questionings. 

Her  faith  unhampered  now,  she  takes 
With  eager  mind. 
What  I  may  find 
■Of  knowledge  to  bestow  on  her. 
Love,  help  me  bring 
In  everything 
"Wise  words,  to  answer  questioning. 
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THE  FINE  POLICEMAN 


T  IS  really  too  bad,  you  will  all  agree, 
That  my  lawyer  dad  is  a  plain  K.C. 
When  he's  big  and  tall,  and  really  could  be 
A  very  fine  policeman. 


I  think  he  could  learn  in  just  a  few  days. 
To  hold  up  his  hand  and  arrange  the  ways 
For  the  cars  and  the  people — and  how  they'd  gaze 
At  such  a  fine  policeman. 

It  would  be  great  fun  when  out  for  a  walk, 
(And  think  how  the  other  children'd  talk) 
If  he  stopped  them  all,  and  I  could  stalk 
Past  the  very  fine  policeman. 

They'd  whisper  and  say,  "Oh,  who  can  it  be, 
A  King  or  a  Queen?    Let's  run  and  see!" 
And  all  the  time  it's  just  only  me. 
The  child  of  the  fine  policeman. 
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AUTUMN  LEAVES 


H,  TO  be  out  in  the  woods, 
Out  in  the  woods,  and  the  sun. 
When  the  leaves  are  thick  at  our  feet- 
And  to  run,  and  run,  and  run! 


Hear  how  they  rustle  and  snap, 
Joining  with  glee  in  our  fun. 
Brown  leaves,  crisp  with  the  frost- 
As  we  run,  and  run,  and  run. 

See  how  they  dance  in  the  wind. 
Gay  though  their  day  is  done. 
Soon  they  will  all  be  fast  asleep — 
While  we  run,  and  run,  and  run. 
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LET'S  PRETEND 

|ET*S  pretend  we  own  the  Zoo! 
We'll  divide  the  things  in  two, 
I'll  take  the  lions, 
And  you  can  have  the  bears, 

But  we'll  let  the  penguins 

Go  in  equal  shares, — 

Because  they  look  so  funny  and  so  wise. 

If  you  really  owned  the  Zoo, 

Tell  me  what  you'd  like  to  do. 

I'll  take  the  elephants, 

And  you  can  have  the  boar; 

But  let's  free  the  eagles 

And  see  how  they  soar, — 

Because  they  look  so  sulky  in  their  cage. 

If  we  had  to  share  the  Zoo, 

Tell  me  what  you  think  we'd  do. 

Dad  could  have  the  tigers. 

And  all  that's  in  the  lake. 

But  the  tiny,  baby  monkeys, 

Mother'd  have  to  take, — 

Because  they  look  so  lonely  and  so  sad. 


Page  Seven 


Friendly  Feci 


PROMISES 

H  MUMMIE,  I'll  be  awful  good 

Till  cifter  Christmas  day, — 

I'll  never  sulk, 

I'll  not  be  rough, 
I'll  never  run  away; 
I'll  say  "Yes,  please," 
And  go  to  bed 

When  you  call  out  "It's  seven"; 
I'll  not  be  cross. 
Or  bang  the  doors. 
Or  wish  to  be  eleven; 
I'll  clean  my  teeth, 
I'll  wash  my  neck. 
Whenever  I  am  able — 
I'll  never  sniff, 
I'll  tie  my  shoes. 
And  not  lean  on  the  table. 
But  after  all  the  presents  come. 
And  Santa's  paid  his  visit — 
The  day'Il  be  soon,  I  think  you  said. 
It's  not  far  off  now,  is  it? 
Why  then  I'll  take  a  walk  with  Pat, 
And  skip  and  run,  and  then 
Oh  Mummie,  if  you  don't  mind  much, 
I'll  just  be  ME  again! 
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THE  HERETIC 


ATHER  says — this  life's  a  fight 
For  the  best  and  for  the  right, 
Says  to  fight  but  not  get  mad, 
Love  what's  good  and  hate  the  bad. 


Mother  says — be  gentle,  kind. 
Help  the  weak  things  which  you  find. 
Never  judge  until  you're  sure. 
Learn  in  silence  to  endure. 

But  /  think  the  world  is  sweet. 
Full  of  happy  things  to  greet — 
Birds  and  flowers,  girls  and  boys. 
Sunny  days  for  games  and  toys. 

Father  says — real  knowledge  brings 
Power  over  lower  things. 
Says — tell  truth  in  spite  of  fear. 
Keep  your  mind  and  conscience  clear. 

Mother  says — much  greater  still 
Than  the  strongest  human  will 
Is  the  love  which  shines  through  all 
The  dark  places,  big  or  small. 

But  /  like  good  meals,  sweet  dreams. 
Snowy  days  and  rippling  streams — 
Guess  I'll  not  become  a  man 
But  just  stay  like  Peter  Pan! 
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BLACK  SHEEP 

NCLE  JACK,  Uncle  Jack. 
Let  me  come  and  help  unpack. 
Our  spare  room  is  up  this  way 
I'm  so  glad  you've  come  to  stay! 


Uncle  Jack,  Uncle  Jack, 
What's  the  thing  they  say  you  lack? 
What's  the  meaning  of  "black  sheep," 
And  what  "harvest  must  you  reap?" 

Uncle  Jack,  Uncle  Jack, 
You  have  such  a  jolly  knack 
With  your  penknife  and  you  tell 
All  those  stories  very  well. 

Uncle  Jack,  Uncle  Jack 
Tell  about  your  mountain  shack — 
You  have  eyes  just  like  a  boy 
And  our  games  you  so  enjoy. 

Uncle  Jack,  Uncle  Jack, 
Promise  that  you'll  soon  come  back — 
You're  so  kind  you  can't  be  bad. 
Are  you  lonely,  frightened,  sad? 
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PICKING  FLOWERS 

HAT'S  flowers  for,  I  wonder, 
If  a  little  girl  like  me 
Isn't  allowed  to  pick  a  few, 
For  the  other  children  to  see  ? 

To-day,  when  I  went  to  the  garden 

The  roses  nodded  at  me. 

The  pansies  winked. 

The  larkspur  bowed. 

And  I  heard  a  fairy  say  quite  loud, 

'Gardener's  out,  and  I  know  quite  well 

That  the  bees  are  busy. 

And  the  birds  won't  tell. 

And  what's  flowers  for,  I  wonder, 

If  a  little  girl  like  you 

Isn't  allowed  to  pick  a  bunch?" — 

So  I  just  took  a  few. 
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BEING  POLITE 

T'S  very  hard  to  be  a  child 
And  learn  what  is  polite. 
It's  better,  far,  to  be  a  squirrel. 
For  then,  you  see,  you  might 
Use  both  your  hands  to  eat  your  food. 
And  never  hear  it  said — 
"If  you  don't  act  correctly,  dear. 
You'll  have  to  go  to  bed." 

I  think  it  must  be  rather  nice 

To  eat  as  all  dogs  do, 

They  need  not  masticate  a  lot 

Nor  close  their  lips  to  chew. 

The  cows  and  horses,  you'll  agree, 

Are  lucky  in  a  way. 

They  munch  and  chew  on  what  they  like 

At  any  time  of  day. 

The  fishes,  these  are  jolly  chaps, 
They  have  no  dining  table 
But  eat  as  they  go  swimming  by. 
As  much  as  they  are  able. 
And  all  the  small  birds  in  the  nests. 
When  fed  from  mother's  bill. 
Are  playing  that  old  game  which  says 
"Shut  eyes  now,  and  you  will. 
If  wide  you  open  up  your  mouths. 
See  what  the  King  will  send." — 
It  seems  it's  only  boys  and  girls 
Who  must  their  manners  mend. 
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FATHER 

ATHER'S  come  home  from  a  very  long  trip 
Over  the  ocean,  and  on  a  great  ship, 
We  are  all  happy  he's  with  us  once  more, 
Have  you  a  Dad  that  you  simply  adore? 
Our  Dad  is  clever  and  handsome  and  tall — 
But  Mother,  though  tiny,  takes  care  of  us  all! 

Father  builds  bridges  that  carry  long  trains. 
Makes  mighty  plans  for  great  subways  and  drains, 
Has  a  big  army  of  men  he  directs. 
Looks  very  stern  when  mistakes  he  detects. 
My,  but  he's  clever  and  handsome  and  tall — 
But  Mother,  though  tiny,  takes  care  of  us  all! 

Father  knows  games  like  a  regular  boy, 
Helps  with  our  newest  mechanical  toy, 
Romps  with  us  so  that  our  Mother  will  say 
'You're  just  like  three  children,  the  way  you  all  play." 
Dad  is  so  clever  and  handsome  and  tall — 
It's  funny  how  Mother  takes  care  of  us  all! 
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THE  SHEPHERD 

HERE'S  the  loveliest  story  of  shepherd  and  sheep — 
It  tells  how  the  shepherd  is  kind  and  will  keep 
His  Iambs  in  the  fold — 'tis  a  great  wall,  they  say. 
And  there's  no  gate  to  close — just  a  small  open  way. 


But  when  the  night  comes  and  the  sheep  go  to  rest, 
They  need  not  be  fearful,  nor  are  they  distressed. 
For  the  shepherd  so  loves  them,  he  lies  by  that  way 
And  keeps  them  secure,  till  the  dawn  of  the  day. 

Oh,  isn't  it  lovely  that  he  is  so  kind. 

And  I  was  just  thinking  that  we,  too,  would  find 

It  easy  and  restful,  to  quietly  sleep 

With  such  a  kind  shepherd — if  we  were  the  sheep! 
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FRONT  TEETH 


'VE  LOTHT  two  teeth 
And  I  can't  thay  "y^th." 
I  can't  thay  "pleathe," 
And  I  can't  thay  "dreth." 

I  can't  eat  corn 

And  my  tongueth  in  the  way, 

And  I  look  rather  queer 

When  I  thmile,  they  thay! 


THE  QUEER  HIPPO 


F  WE  all  had  to  diet, 

I  fear  there' d  be  a  riot. 

For  we're  very  fond  of  dinner,  at  the  Zoo, 

I  like  a  nice  live  rabbit, 
And  I  hear  it  is  the  habit 
Of  the  pwlar  bear  to  eat  a  fish  or  two. 


Now  the  monkeys  all  eat  porridge. 

While  the  birds  are  left  to  forage. 

And  the  elephant  loves  buns,  you'll  plainly  see. 

But  that  queer  old  hippopotamus. 

Is  fatter  than  the  lot  of  us; — 

So  we've  stopped  him  taking  sugar  in  his  tea! 
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OUR  CANARY 

E  HAVE  a  pretty  little  bird— 
A  friendly  little  fellow, 
His  eyes  are  very  round  and  bright. 
His  feathers  they  are  yellow. 

He  hasn't  any  playmates, 

And  he  hasn't  any  toys,— 

So  he  just  sings,  and  though  he's  small 

He  makes  a  splendid  noise. 

He  never  goes  out  flying 
On  the  bushes  or  the  trees. 
And  it's  only  just  us  children 
That  this  little  fellow  sees. 
He  keeps  himself  from  fretting 
By  a  jumping  game  he  plays 
And  it's  really  quite  exciting 
To  watch  him  and  his  ways. 

There's  a  tiny  cup  for  water. 

And  another  one  for  seed. 

We  sometimes  give  him  cuttle  fish 

Or  lettuce,  or  a  weed. 

He  likes  a  sandy  carpet 

For  his  busy  little  toes. 

And  he  splashes  like  we  children  do 

When  in  his  bath  he  goes. 

We  hope  he'll  live  a  long,  long  time, 
Because  he  is  so  cheery. 
He  sings  all  day,  but  when  it's  dark 
He  grows  a  little  weary. 
And  then  he  stands  on  one  small  leg 
And  tucks  his  head  away 
And  goes  quite  sound  asleep  until 
There  comes  another  day. 
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